DANILOV
"I'm only a subordinate, Comrades/' he said.
Suprugov was very polite, laughed at everybody's
jokes, and pestered people with his offers of cigarettes.
One could sense his uneasiness—it was plain that the
spirit in this feeble-looking civilian was restless and
harassed.
Daniloy went to have supper at home and stayed the
night. His wife greeted him with silent dismay. There
was nothing he wanted to talk to her about. She knew
that he now belonged entirely to his new job. So it had
been with the^ Sovhos. The same with the Trust. Now
with the hospital train. His soul never lived at home.
At home only his son mattered. The wife silently gave
him his supper, prepared his bed. His face, in these three
days, had become drawn, ugly. At night, unable to
control herself, she began to murmur:
"Merkulov got exemption, also the chief quarter-
master, even Grigoryev."
"So what?" he would ask with feigned calm, control-
ling his anger. "Very well, they did, and what then?"
"You have no pity. Neither for me, nor Vanushka,
nor anyone. ..."
He turned away.
"That's enough. I want to sleep/3
Engrossed in his new work, Danilov had almost
forgotten about the Trust, but on the tweaty-sixth he
found a couple of hours to spare and went to hand over
to Merkulov. He turned into the familiar street, where
he saw the notice board with the gold-leaf letters: "State
Dairy Farms Trust." He noticed the crack in the lower
right-hand corner, which had been there when he had
come to take over the work. The familiar staircase, the
rattle of the abacus in the counting house, the crackk of
an adding machine. The door on the left, covered with
black oil-cloth. ... His door. His Trust.
After handing over to Merkulov, he went round die
offices and said goodbye to everybody. The old cashier
wept. It was pleasant to find her so moved. Her face
distorted, she said:

